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INT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

Fisher, Worm, and Carter are still tied up. Moonlight from 
the windows the only light in the room.

CARTER
When’s Quinn supposed to be here?

FISHER
Rendezvous was at nine.

CARTER
It past nine by now. Here should 
have showed by now. What if 
something happened? What if Biggs 
got to him? Fuck man, we’re gonna 
be stuck here.

WORM
Carter man, calm the fuck down. 
Nothin’ happened. He’ll be here.

Some car lights though the windows.

WORM (CONT’D)
See. What’d I tell you?

The lights cut off. After a moment the door at the far side 
of the warehouse opens up, someone comes inside.

Foot steps coming closer.

FISHER
Quinn, am I glad to see you.

Vasser steps into a ray of moonlight cast from one of the 
windows. 

VASSER
Bonjour.

Fisher looks utterly confused.

FISHER
Who the ell are you?

INT. DARK ROOM - NIGHT

Concrete floor. No windows. Rusty metal door. Single over 
head light shining down over Fisher, who’s tied to a chair 
and severely roughed up. 



He's punched in the face by Bruce, who by the looks of his 
shirt and hands has been doing this for a while. 

Vasser sits on a nearby chair eating an orange. He has a very 
thick French accent when he speaks English.

VASSER
Where’s the money?

Fisher takes a second to spit out some blood.

FISHER
I already told you. We don’t have 
it.

Bruce looks over to Vasser. Vasser nods. Bruse lays into 
Fisher again, cutting his eyebrow wide open.

Vasser chows down on a juicy slice, licking his fingers.

VASSER
Where’s the money.

FISHER
There is no fucking money!

Issac opens the rusty metal door.

ISSAC
(in French)

Garnier’s here.

Vasser nods.

INT. SHIPPING WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Rows and rows of storage scaffolding full of boxes, crates, 
and other random items.

Carter, Worm, and Quinn are all tied to chairs and look 
roughed up, just like Fisher.

Issac and Roland sit on a nearby crate. Vasser leaning 
against the wall near the the dorway.

Bruce drops Fisher's in his chair next to Quinn. 

FISHER
Thanks for ratting us out fatty.
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QUINN
What’d you want me to do? They had 
my wife and kid and gunpoint.

The door opens, the silhouette of a man steps through. He 
lights up a cigarette and shuts the door. It's Garnier. He 
walks over to Vasser. 

GARNIER
(in French)

So?

VASSER
(in French)

Same story from all of them. One of 
their men was working for Cipriani, 
double crossed them, and took the 
money.

GARNIER
(in French

You believe them?

VASSER
(in French)

We searched all their places and 
found nothing. No way they could 
have moved the money that fast. And 
considering they were tied up when 
we found them, I’m willing to give 
them the benefit of the doubt.

WITH FISHER

Quinn leans over to whisper to Fisher.

QUINN
You know these guys?

FISHER
Not a clue.

WITH VASSER AND GARNIER

Vasser eats the last slice of his orange.

VASSER
(in French)

You want me to kill them now?

Garnier takes a long drag from his cigarette, thinking. A 
subtle smile passes his lips.
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GARNIER
(in French)

No. I have something else in mind.

Garnier walks over to Fisher’s group. He looks them over, 
noting their relatively poor condition. Garnier speaks 
English with only a slight French accent, but plays up the 
language barrier for dramatic effect.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
I assume you've found your 
accommodations comfortable?

FISHER
Just peachy.

Gariner takes a quick drag.

GARNIER
Good, then allow me to introduce 
myself. My name is Luis Garnier. I 
am, how you say, the boss of a 
certain...group in the metro area.

FISHER
It’s a pleasure Lou. Really.

GARNIER
I understand if you’re upset. But 
imagine how I must feel. You see, 
the money that you took today, that 
money did not belong to the bank. 
That money belonged to me. And now 
that it was stolen, the man who was 
to give it to me is going to have 
people watching him. People like 
your FBI. So you can see how that 
would cause someone like me to 
feel...uncomfortable.

Gariner takes another drag of his cigarette.

GARNIER (CONT’D)
Now, not only do I learn today that 
my money was stolen, but I learn 
that it was stolen again, but none 
other than my friend Tony Cipriani. 
And it is because of this that 
instead of killing you, I am going 
to make you an offer.

Fisher’s eyes thin.
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GARNIER (CONT’D)
You are obviously a very talented 
thief. To get in an out of a bank 
like United Federal, in broad day 
light no less, with that much 
money...well, that is not the work 
of amateurs. No, if you say Tony 
Cipriani has my money, than I’m 
going to let you get it back for 
me.

Fisher, Carter, Worm, and Quinn’s faces drop. This offer does 
not sit well with them at all.

FISHER
You want us to steal money from 
Tony Cipriani, head of the Detroit 
Partnership?

GARNIER
Oui.

Fisher smirks.

FISHER
Then go ahead and shoot us man. 
Because even if we pull that off, 
he’ll be the one putting the bullet 
in our heads instead of you.

Garnier takes one more drag of his cigarette, then drops it 
on the floor and puts it out with his foot.

GARNIER
Maybe. But I can most assure you 
that if you decline my offer, your 
heads will not be the only ones I 
put a bullet in. 

EXT. FISHER’S FLAT - NIGHT

Adele sits out on the steps of the front stoop smoking a 
cigarette.

A van pulls up and stops in front of Adele. The side door is 
opened and Fisher is tossed out onto the street. 

Adele rushes over as the van speeds off. 
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INT. FISHER’S FLAT - CONTINUOUS

The place is a mess. Everything is all torn up. Glass 
shattered. Furniture overturned. Just a disaster.

Adele putting some supplies away in a first aid kit.

BATHROOM

Fisher, his face a combination of band-aids and medical tape, 
pulls the cinder block out. The money he hid away is still 
there. Relieved, he puts it back.

LIVING ROOM

Fisher walks out and heads over to the sink.

ADELE
You wanna talk about it?

FISHER
No.

He picks pick up a coffee mug and fills it with water.

ADELE
That was you at Union Federal 
today, wasn’t it?

FISHER
I said I don’t want to talk about 
it.

ADELE
What happened to you only pulling 
scores to earn enough to take care 
of your mom and brother?

FISHER
Don’t tell me what I said.

ADELE
If I just wanted to be with a thief 
I’d date one of my father’s thugs.

Fisher throws the cup against the wall and it shatters.

FISHER
Then go fucking date one!

Adele pushes the first aid kit away from her and grabs her 
purse. She gets up and storms off.
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Fisher knows he pushed too hard.

FISHER (CONT’D)
Adele wait--

ADELE
Fuck you Ryan. I don’t deserve 
that, and you don’t deserve me.

She heads out the door.
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